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narrower passage, two porches: one towards the
river, of smooth stones full of light, and open : the
other towards the garden, shadowed with trees, rough
with shells, flints, and iron ore. The bottom is painted
with simple pebble, as is also the adjoining walk up the
wilderness to the temple, in the natural taste, agreeing
not ill with the little dripping murmur, and the
aquatic idea of the whole place."1

At Twickenham Pope was within easy reach of
London, and could be visited by all his literary friends.
Some, it appears, came too often.

What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide ?
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide ;
By land, by water, they renew the charge ;
They stop the chariot and they board the barge:
No place is sacred, not the church is free,
E'en Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me.

The chief of Pope's literary friends was Dean Swift,
and this was a friendship which brought out the best,
and the worst, in him. Swift was right to say that
" Poor Pope would grieve a month " when he died.
Pope loved Swift, and wished he could have helped
him in his illness. He once suggested that Swift should
come and live with him.

" I could keep you, for I am rich, that is, I have more
than I want. I can afford room for yourself and two
servants; I have indeed room enough, nothing but
myself at home .. , yet the house is enlarged, and the

1From a letter.